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	1. An Eventful Birthday

**A/N: So, here it is. I've been planning this fic for months and still haven't gotten absolutely everything sorted in my mind! But I know where it's going and am so excited to see what you guys think! This idea came to me out of nowhere and I've been itching to write it all out. I don't want to give too much away, so if you're interested then please give it a read!**

**No, Wolf&Fox isn't on hiatus, I'll still be updating that while writing this one too, though this one less frequently. I'll let you know when I've worked out a schedule, so enjoy for now. :)**

**(Suggestion: Listen to the Harry Potter soundtrack for optimal reading experience) Okay I'll stop now.**

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my OC's**

* * *

><p><em>"I'll meet you at the divide<em>

_To break the spell_

_A point where two worlds collide_

_Yeah, we'll rebel_

_And we run_

_Until we break through_

_If I get high enough_

_Will I see you again?" _

- Nothing But Thieves

* * *

><p>I think everyone has that special story. That one, completely amazing, utterly engaging, and awfully tragic tale. That one idea you can find yourself immersed in, daydreaming precious hours away. That one world you wish was real and can't fathom why your ordinary life isn't as magical. For me, it was the story of Harry James Potter. Everything about the universe was intriguing and my younger self would stay up until the early hours of the morning, reading my beloved books under torchlight and not regretting it one bit. Not when my tired head would bang against the school desk as I'd fallen alseep in class. Not when I would neglect homework and get detention, and not when I sacrificed social outings with friends. Was it an obsession? Maybe a little. Unhealthy? Let's put it this way, I'm pretty sure my mother had decided she'd rather an insufferable bookworm for a daughter than a drug-addict. The story was like a getaway, an escape from the boring reality of mathematics and how many degrees an angle was, or the calculations of velocity in a dreadful physics lecture. All I'd ever wanted was to attend a school that taught helpful things, and I can bet that everyone agrees the skill to summon an object out of thin air is much more useful than learning a dead language. All my life I knew anything like that was stupid to dwell on. I knew I was being silly when I attempted to move objects with my mind at age five. I knew it was stupid to wait patiently by the letterbox on my eleventh birthday, sure my acceptance letter would flit through and land in my lap. And I knew everyday now that the inkling of hope in my heart was illogical. But still, that little belief fluttered, the flame determined not to be smothered by my disappointment.<p>

Little did I know that the world wasn't so simple, the events of my 15th birthday certainly proved that.

...

It was the 3rd of August, 2015. I woke at roughly quarter past ten and smiled at the fact that Mum had let me sleep in for once. The short-lived and sweltering heat of summer had passed and the school holidays were coming to an end, much to my dismay. A scuffling of shoes on the other side of my bedroom door made me laugh and I sat up, leaning my back against the headboard of my bed. "I'm awake!"

As soon as the announcement was made, the entrance of my room was breached and three overly-excited bodies rushed in.

The shortest waddled along the carpet and held their arms up, too young to climb up by my side. "Els-puff! Happy Bur-dy!" My three year old brother's speech was definitely improving and I lifted him up onto my lap, stroking his soft mousy curls that were obviously inherited from our mother.

"Thank you very much, Albie." His baby blue eyes gleamed, the sight making my own face light up.

Another child pulled herself up using the edge of my quilt like a rope. "I actually buyed you a present!"

I cringed at her grammar. "Bought, Matilda."

She stayed smiling and pointed to the gift bag in Mum's hand. "Whatever. Can we give 'em yet, Mummy?"

My mother smoothed out the covers and sat down with us, shaking her head. "Not until Hattie gets in here, it's tradition!"

I was perfectly fine with waiting but Matilda certainly wasn't, crossing her chubby little arms until Harriet walked in. She was wearing joggers and a hoodie, her hair was pulled up into a bun and she held a jar of _Nutella_ and a spoon.

"It feels like I'm being stabbed in the uterus, so please get this over with." She sat herself on my rug and waited with a scowl.

Mum frowned, in both pity and annoyance, and turned to me. "Alright, open Tilly's first or she'll likely give herself an aneurysm." I chuckled again at the young girl who's glasses were now almost falling off.

One by one I opened my presents, adding to the pile of shredded up wrapping paper in Albert's lap. The toddler was more than happy playing with the mess, littering it all over my duvet. I got a few new books, though I knew none would compare to my favourites all lined up on my shelf. Mum had gotten me a quite expensive-looking locket, the contents being a family photo. I honestly adored it and pulled the chain over my head, the cool metal of the oval jewellery resting on my chest. "I'm never taking it off."

When I pulled out the last, Mum looked a little confused. It was a small tortoiseshell box with a golden clasp. My fingers roamed over the polished exterior before unclasping it. Upon opening I gasped a little at the object laying comfortably in the deep purple velvet lining. It was an extremely realistic time-turner replica, shining in the light as I held it at different angles. "I don't remember buying that..." My mother seemed puzzled as I turned the golden prop over in my hands, marvelling at the sheer detail and accuracy. "Hattie? Tils? Did you two get this?"

She was questioning my sisters, both of whom were shaking their heads. "I dunno. Might have." Hattie lazily spooned in another mouthful of the chocolate spread and stood, apparently disinterested in the whole affair. "If you're done, I'm going to go wallow in my own misery."

My older sister retreated to the depths of her room, probably now watching _Gossip Girl_ or texting her vast group of friends. "I've got a whole outing planned for us! Doesn't that sound wonderful, Albie?" Mum picked up the giggling toddler and began to stride out the door. "Come on, let your sister get ready." Tilly landed a sloppy kiss on my cheek and dropped down from my bed, the door clicking shut behind her and leaving me in quiet.

I hadn't really taken my eyes off of the last gift and was now dangling the time-turner by the the chain, inspecting the words etched along the complexities of it.

_I mark the hours, every one, _

_Nor have I yet outrun the Sun. _

_My use and value, unto you, _

_Are gauged by what you have to do._

"What I have to do?" I whispered to myself, wondering what I would use the thing for if it were real.

I'm not sure why I did it, why I even bothered - perhaps to humour myself. Lifting a hand, I placed a single finger on the hourglass and spun it. My eyes widened as, instead of slowing to a stop, it defied gravity and it's speed increased. The complex design began to merge into a golden blur and I held it out away from my body, acutely aware of the wind whipping at my hair. My view was changing a hundred times, and then a hundred more. Silhouettes of different figures whizzed past my vision and an array of colours merged into another set of pigments. My stomach tied itself into numerous knots and seemed to flip up into my lungs, my breath getting raspy. I was starting to feel sick with what I saw and closed my eyes, dropping to the floor with a thud. "It's not real. It's not real, you're just dreaming. Or tripping on acid. Maybe I fainted?" I mumbled explanations to myself, baffled by what was happening around me and too scared to open my eyes.

I took deep breaths, counting my own heartbeat. The small amount of bravery in me told me to grow the fuck up and I hesitantly peeked through a twitching eyelid. "What the-?"

I was still standing in my bedroom. By all means, this was the same room. But now my lilac walls were covered in a mint paisley wallpaper and my carpet was ripped up and replaced with dark floorboards. My wrought iron bed frame wasn't by the window anymore, the only furniture now situated in this room being a desk and a chair. The shelves were in different places, no trace of their previous whereabouts and the ceiling light lacked that vintage lampshade I loved so much.

"This dream is a little too vivid for my liking..." I reached up and pinched the skin of my arm as hard as I could, wincing at the unexpected pain. "Oh dear lord what have I done." That was when I started panicking, running to the window and almost crying at the lack of my neighbour's house. "How can a whole house disappear?" I paced back and forth countless times, still not being able to believe my own eyes. "I've gone mad, utterly insane!" About time, I concluded.

The sound of keys at the front door stopped me in my tracks and I froze, listening to someone enter the house. Foolishly thinking it might have been Mum, I ran down the stairs and almost tripped at the scream I was met with. A lady in her sixties holding an awfully pink handbag stood before me, a lady whom I'd never seen in my entire existence. "What on earth are you doing in my house?" I gaped at the intruder.

The woman ran to the console table nearby and grabbed an ugly flowerless vase, holding it above her head. "What are _you_ doing in _my_ house?!"

If the whole situation wasn't absurd enough, a loud crack sounded through the hall and a tall man with a long white beard appeared. A man that I could recognise anywhere, on paper or right in front of my very eyes.

He motioned a hand and whispered "_immobulus_," causing the woman to stop completely, as if frozen. "I assure you I am just as confused as you are."

I clutched my stomach and took a few steps back, sitting on the stairs and still trying to grasp what was happening. "How did you know I would be here? _Why_ am I here?" I looked hopefully up at the wizard and took in his twinkling eyes and half-moon spectacles. His deep purple robes swished along the floor at the tiny movements he made.

"Detection of underage magic from a witch who shouldn't exist." Dumbledore clapped his hands together. "Well, if you wouldn't mind, I'd like to sort this out-" He motioned towards the lady. "-and discuss the current events in my office." He produced a long piece of carved wood from his robes and I realised it must have been a wand. My suspicions were confirmed when he muttered "o_bliviate_." under his breath and altered the memories of the woman. Once he was finished cleaning up the scene, the Professor held an arm out to me and smiled. "I suppose you have not apparated before?"

I reluctantly took his elbow and braced myself. "I do know it's not very pleasant."

In a second my body was squished, as if I was being squeezed down a tube half my size. It felt as if someone had hooked my navel and tugged me forward, a nauseous feeling that I hated in everyway. When we'd landed at our destination I doubled over onto the floor, dry-heaving and coughing.

"That was awful..." I spluttered, trying to regain my strength and see where I was. The Headmaster's office was how I'd imagined in every single way, Fawkes chirping at the far end and books lining the walls like paint. Everywhere I looked a glint of copper, brass, silver or gold would catch in my eye and I swore I could see something sparkling in one of the cabinets. "Does this mean- I'm in Hogwarts!"

All of the information was too much to take in as I struggled to stand. "Lemon drop?" Professor Dumbledore was already sat at his desk, offering up a bowl. "So, Miss...?"

"Winslow. Elspeth Winslow." I managed to get out my name, still taking in every little detail of the room I was in.

"Miss Winslow, it would help if you could entertain me with the details of how you arrived here." And so I told him. I told him everything I could think of. I told him about the time-turner and watched as he inspected the golden metal. I told him about how it couldn't be real, how it was only a replica, a copy of something that hadn't even really existed in the first place. At least not where I was from. "And you do not know who gifted it to you?" He rose an eyebrow in question and slotted the time-turner into a drawer in his desk.

I shook my head in reply and frowned. "How am I here? In my world, this isn't real. You're all just characters in a damned book!" I buried my face in my hands, wishing the confusion would leave. "What year is it?" By the traces of red and brown still in his hair, I guessed I hadn't landed in Harry's timeline.

"It is August 3rd, 1975." My head shot up and I looked at the Headmaster, tears prickling my eyes a little. "I know no more than you, Miss Winslow. I can only assume that you are here for a purpose."

"What purpose?" He had no answer and I stood, running a hand through my hair and realizing I'd gone back in time fourty bloody years, down to the day. "What about my family? How do I get home?" I once thought I would trade anything to live a life in the wizarding world. I wasn't so sure now.

"I am not entirely sure you are even in the same universe anymore." Dumbledore's eyes were full of pity and I knew this was out of even his powers. "All I can suggest is that you stay here and pose as a transfer student. I will keep it quiet with the Ministry while I look into how you ended up in this... predicament."

I nodded, my stomach still flipping and making me wonder what miracle had stopped me from puking. "But what if people start asking questions?"

"Then we shall make sure you have answers to those questions." He stood and began towards one of his tall shelves. "You are now Elspeth _Gladwyn_, muggle-born and kept from a magical education by your mother who was stricken with grief when your father passed away." A hat was now in his hands as he returned to me. "Recently, however, she has fallen victim to terminal illness and you are free to start your studies. Elaborate as much as you see fit. But first, we must sort you."

I was surprised at how Dumbledore could so easily think up a backstory from the top of his head. As he rested the pointed hat on the top of my auburn waves, I could almost feel the old and battered thing invade my thoughts with legilimency. Perhaps this was a bad idea? I knew so much about the future to come, what if it could see that? "Ah, what do we have here? Aren't you a bit old?" The hat chuckled softly to itself and continued to speak quietly. "Well, you seem to be very clever, with superior knowledge about magic considering the circumstances, but perhaps not experienced in the practicality of it. Unusual... perhaps you would do well in Ravenclaw?" Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as I contemplated life at Hogwarts. "But no, hm, there's something else there. Hidden courage, and a very important task. Right, then. Gryffindor!" It bellowed out it's decision quite unnecessarily, in my opinion, as I wasn't a first year in the Great Hall.

Dumbledore removed the sentient being and placed it back in it's place. "But, sir! What am I supposed to do? Am I even a witch? I know every little detail about what will happen in the next fourty or so years-"

"Do not tell me, child. It is up to you to act on what you may know." He sat back behind his desk and clasped his hands together. "As for your abilities, why don't you give it a whirl?" I didn't understand what he meant until a book flew from it's place and landed in a spare spot between two others on the opposite shelf.

"Wandless magic?" I watched as he nodded and took a deep breath, turning to the lemon drops with determination. After three solid minutes of staring I swore I saw a wrapper crinkle. Alas, nothing. "Nothing's changed then..." Disappointment flooded my thoughts but stopped when the whole bowl erupted, sending the sweets off in different directions. I stumbled backwards in shock. "I- I did that?"

"Well, _I_ certainly did not. It appears that in this universe you are magical, whereas in another I may be nothing more than a mad old man." He watched me with serious eyes. "I believe you have been placed here for a reason, by something beyond even my knowledge." My nerves weren't calming and my heart was still racing, befuddled by everything I was hearing.

"So, you mean to say I should... change things?"

I didn't think I could mentally deal with walking through halls filled with people whom I knew would die soon, but I promised myself I would try. I would try for the little girl who got bullied for wearing her Hogwarts badge pin on the first day of school. I would try for the nerd that cried into her pillow when her father proved to be as mortal as the characters in her books. I would try for me.


	2. Enter: The Marauders

**A/N: Sorry this one's a bit less thrilling, things will become more amusing when Elspeth gets to know our beloved Marauders and comes out of her shell a bit. Hope you all enjoy, reviews would be great as I like to know what you lot think, what could be added etc.**

**Have a lovely week and thank you for the feedback, I love getting reviews from you guys!**

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my OC's**

* * *

><p>The sun shone down on the little village of Hogsmeade quite pleasantly, a breeze evening out the temperature so that you might not melt under the heat. I was surprised at the warmth of the day, being in Scotland, but I guessed early September wasn't exactly prone to snow and hail instead. Almost a month of living a magical life and I was still nowhere near used to it. I think over everything else it was scary. Wonderous, definitely, but utterly frightening to think that along with all the amazing creatures and beautiful spells there were murderous beasts and wizards who could kill you in seconds with a flash of green light. It didn't help that I constantly had that knowledge tugging at my mind, the storyline of where this would go and who was or was not fortunate enough to make it to the end.<p>

Shortly after my arrival at the castle Dumbledore had called in Professor McGonagall and explained absolutely everything, not leaving out a single detail. I could tell she was perhaps the one he trusted most, it was definitely evident in his later years aswell. So, I had to sit and watch as the witch listened to the story with lips drawn into a stern line, not quite believing it more than I did myself.

"What you wish to tell me is that the girl just appeared? Out of nowhere?" Her Scottish brogue was thick and I couldn't help but smile at imagining that authoritve voice sassing numerous students throughout her lengthy career. When the Headmaster had nodded she let out a breath and raised her eyebrows. "And how do we know she is not lying? I do not mean to accuse her, but this all seems a bit... well, _unconvincing_."

"I have had this talk with you before, Minerva. There are many things beyond our understanding in both the muggle and wizarding world. You know what tue legends say..." Dumbledore had scratched his beard in thought before raising a finger in the air. "Ah, an idea." This idea had undoubtedly already crossed his mind long before his supposed 'epiphany'. "I think it would be best if the girl should stay with you until the school term begins."

Shock flashed across the Transfiguration Professor's face before she closed her gaping mouth. "With me? And why is that?" I was starting to feel a bit awkward, as is I was causing so much unnecessary trouble.

"We both know she would be in good hands. Protected."

McGonagall had taken a moment to think before sighing im defeat. "If it pleases you then Miss Winslow is welcome to my spare bedroom."

"A touch of tutoring couldn't hurt."

And that was how I spent the remainder of my holiday. Being taught how to turn a match into a needle, and how much of a certain ingredient can be added to a potion before it boils over and scorches Minerva's dining table in her cottage situated in Hogsmeade. I never thought I'd be able to do such a thing, let alone be terrible at it. I think McGonagall was quite surprised with how much I knew about this new universe, though I never disclosed anything personal I knew about her. That could be disastrous.

The witch had taken me on a short trip to Diagon Alley, willingly buying me all the books I would need for the next term and all the equipment I hadn't been able to collect over the years. That included a wand! My experience at Ollivander's was simply magical, numerous wands being dropped into my palm before a warm-toned one shot out red sparks. I was almost ashamed to say how much I admired it, it was awfully pretty. Made of the wood from Larch, the wandmaker had told me.

When I wasn't messing around with my wand, marvelling at what tricks and messes I could make, I was bundled up in blankets thinking of my family. It was now the morning of September 1st and I sat up against my pillows that cushioned the headboard of my bed. I ran my finger over the little lump under my shirt, the locket Mum had given me and the only reminder that I didn't really belong here. At every dawn I would wish and pray that Tilly had snuck into my room again, her annoying mousy curls tickling my nose. But when my eyes fluttered open at the first sign of light I only saw the small room that had now become a second home.

I picked my wand up from the bedside table and twirled it in my hands absentmindedly. After flipping it up in the air and catching it, an electric blue spark shot out and knocked over my glass of water on the desk by the window. I squeaked and shot up, running over and trying to lessen the spill. My efforts were useless as the liquid dripped over the edge and fell in droplets onto the carpet. A knock at the door made me jump again until I heard the voice behind it. "Elspeth? May I come in?" I ran to the entry and swung open the door to be met with the face of one tired Professor McGonagall. "Are you alright? I heard a noise- oh." She spotted the mess and tutted at my sheepish expression, shaking her head at the wand still in my hand. With a wave of her own, the water evaporated in little clouds of steam.

"Wicked!" I stared wide-eyed at the spell and could have sworn the woman smirked.

"Here are your robes, I'm cooking breakfast. Don't let those weeks of my teaching go to waste..." Her voice trailed off as she disappeared down the hall and I grinned to myself, taking the pile of clothes over to my bed and getting changed. Once washed, dressed, and hair fully brushed I took one last glance in the mirror. My brown eyes weren't framed with puffy skin from crying anymore and my pale complexion had a healthy flush rather than the sickly tinge of a week ago. This was a sign I was coping better and I made one last smile before heading to the kitchen, a slight skip in my step. I watched as Minerva buttered my toast and scooped on the scrambled eggs, all while humming some old tune. She really was an amazing woman. Incredibly scary at first, strict too. But then her powerful protectiveness kicks in and you really start to see less of a teacher and more of mother figure. She was all I had right now and I made sure she knew I appreciated her kindness.

"Thank you, smells great." And it tasted so, too. I spent the day exploring Hogsmeade and browsing Tomes and Scrolls, not much different to how the rest of my freetime had gone that Summer. Though the day seemed short and the light was beginning to fade, signalling the arrival of students. Professor McGonagall noticed my nervousness when navigating our way to the Great Hall. She tried to reassure me but I still felt out of place watching as friends found eachother and chose their seats. Eventually having to suck it up and stop being hesistant, I took my first step into the room and scanned the Gryffindor table, taking in the faces of my new peers and wondering if I'd read about any of them. Halfway down the long sea of students, someone called out from my side.

"Oi!" A head of chestnut curls bounced as a girl of smiliar age to me beamed in my direction. I pointed to myself in question, taking a quick glance over my shoulder. "Yes, you! Come 'ere, tell us your name won't you?"

I cocked an eyebrow and noted her Northern accent before approaching the bench she sat at. "Er, Elspeth. Elspeth Wi- Gladwyn." Mentally slapping myself for the slip of my guise, I took the seat next to her.

The blue eyed girl took my hand from my side and shook it. "Mary MacDonald. So how come I 'aven't seen you 'round before?" Her personality was strong and I had to take a moment to really fathom why she was all that interested in me.

"Well, my mother's a muggle and never really let me practice magic..." I watched her face and hoped I wasn't giving anything away with my own fake emotions.

"Why the heck not?!" The idea of me being held back from an education at Hogwarts seemed to have offended Mary. To be honest, I would have been angered aswell if that really were the case.

"My father died a few days before my eleventh birthday. Guess she was just stricken with grief." I shrugged, not wanting to make a big deal out of it and Mary seemed to think it was because I didn't want to talk about my Dad's death. And I didn't, that lie was much closer to the truth. The gossiping ceased when the first years arrived, Professor McGonagall holding the Sorting Hat. I felt as if I should have been up there with them, but decided I was glad for a more quiet sorting. Pupil after pupil stepped up and found out if they were to be a Hufflepuff or Ravenclaw. Maybe a Gryffindor, or perhaps Slytherin.

I hated the prejudices behind the houses. Not all Slytherin's were evil. Horace Slughorn, for one, was cunning and ambitious in many ways but never swayed in his beliefs that we were all equal and the Death Eaters were right sods. Cowardly Hufflepuffs? What about Cedric Diggory? Feeling a rant about to burst out, I crossed my arms and acted engaged.

"You're gonna love it here! It'll take some gettin' used to but everyone's nice enough. Correction, most are..." Mary gave a glance to the Slytherin table and it didn't take much imagination to realise she might have a few enemies. "Merlin, I'm starvin'. When's old Dumbly gonna get on with it?" I followed her gaze to what I assumed to be the staff table, trying to guess who might be who. The man with several missing limbs was undoubtedly Professor Kettleburn, a character I was fond of but wished had been written about in more depth. I could see a woman who fit the profile for Madam Pince but couldn't really guess the rest. As Professor Dumbledore stood, the hall went quiet and every head turned to watch the old man.

"I welcome you all back for another school year! There are a few announcements to make but first, dig in!" He raised his goblet and everyone cheered in reply as platter after platter of food made it's way onto the tables. Roast potatoes appeared out of thin air onto one plate and a whole turkey was summoned to another. Mary reached over me to grab a piece of toast and add it to her growing plate.

"I swear me Mam can'na cook for shit." I almost choked on my food at her utter blatent honesty and giggled at her expression. "What? Only bein' truthful." She gave me a wink before turning to the redhead at her left. "Meet the new lass."

"I'm Lily," At the mention of her name I froze, eyes locked onto the girl who was now looking past Mary's shoulder and giving me a wave. "Prefect."

Remembering myself, I nodded and returned the greeting. "Elspeth."

Mary scoffed at her friend. "Mind mentioning tha' to everyone? It's not like you're Head Girl." I wanted to scream at her that this was Lily bloody Evans, of course she's Head Girl. Or at least, she will be.

"You're just jealous." Lily chuckled, a sound that rang in my ear, but not in a bad way. Everything about her made me feel at ease. Was that weird? "Ignore her, she's the definition of a pessimist."

MacDonald cleared her throat and corrected the other girl. "Realist."

In perfect timing to stop their bickering, a wad of bread flew from a few seats up and hit me in the cheek. "What the ruddy hell was that?" I rubbed where the food had assaulted me, quite disgusted and annoyed.

"Nice one, Padfoot!" I heard a voice and recognised the nickname instantly, deciding whether they were berating or encouraging their friend. "Say sorry or I'll have McGonagall put you in detention." A telling off, then. Though more as banter than for my benefit.

"I'd like to see you try Prongs- ouch, Moony! Alright!" A boy with a mane of shaggy dark hair scooted up the empty space on the bench to his side and stopped next to the unfamiliar student that sat directly in front of me. He laid his hand over his chest and mocked a heart-felt apology. "I would like to deeply apologise for my inappropriate actions, and promise that I was one hundred percent not totally trying to shoot your face off." His pout turned into a smirk and his grey eyes had a mischievous glint that honestly made me quite nervous.

"Oh shove off, Black." Lily retorted but couldn't help the entertained smile that played on her mouth. "And tell Potter to stop attacking my friends. Yes, I know it was really him that threw it."

Sirius let out a bark of laughter and gave me one last look before returning to his place while I was trying to take in all these names being thrown here and there. So there were two of the Marauders, and the other half? I looked back to where Black had joined James and smiled at the tawny haired boy to his right. That smile turned into a bit of a grimace when I spotted the chubby mouse-haired one next to him. Remus Lupin and Peter Pettigrew. All four of my childhood heroes, the troublemakers I loved to read about were real. Right before my very eyes!

Another bout of silence interrupted my frenzied thoughts and everyone turned back to Dumbledore. "Now, in with the usual notices. Mr. Filch would like to make it known, again, that magic is not to be practiced in the corridors between lessons." I heard audible groans from a few particular rebels at this. "He also has a list of every object and device that is banned. The forest is forbidden to all students, completely out of bounds."

I stopped listening when he went on about Quidditch tryouts and instead focused on staying awake, feeling incredibly drowsy from my full stomach. Before I knew it Lily was rising from her place and slinging her bag over her shoulder. "I've got to show the first years to their dorms." She gave an annoyed look to me and Mary before catching up with Lupin.

"Guess you're taggin' along with me." The brunette linked her arm in mine, as if we'd known eachother for years, and pulled me along by her side. "I wonder where... eh! Marlene!" She called out to a blonde girl a few metres ahead, swerving through the crowd as headstrong as possible. I was going to have to get used to this. "McKinnon, meet Gladwyn. Did you hear about tryouts? I 'ave to make beater this year!"

Marlene laughed and nodded. "I'm afraid you'll send a rogue bludger at my head if you do!" She craned her neck to smile kindly at me. "Do you play?"

I cleared my throat, looking at my feet. "Er, never even ridden a broom..."

The two of them looked gobsmacked. "I'm gettin' you off the floor as soon as possible... 'never even ridden a broom' my arse!"

The three of us erupted in laughter and headed to the dormitories for the night. I was exhausted and thankfully melted into my soft matress in seconds, but the Sorting Hat's words from many weeks ago echoed in my last moments of consciousness.

"A very important task."

What exactly was this supposed task?


	3. Unnecessary conflict

**A/N: Just going to put it out there, James seems a little bit of an arsehole in this chapter. But that's not how I think he was! Sure, cheeky to the point it can come off quite rude and inappropriate, but he gets carried away and doesn't mean to cause harm! So I promise no bashing of our favourite little Potter :) Character progression, my lovelies!**

**And to my lovely guest reviewer - thank you! As for apparating, I read somewhere that old Dumbly could make it so you could apparate in and out of certain areas of the castle? Could be a mistake? If so, I'll still be keeping it the same for the purpose of the story. :) As for the rest, I went back and fixed any slip ups lol!**

**A big thank you to my readers and anyone who takes the time to critic - all I can do is improve from here. ^~^**

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my OC's**

* * *

><p>At dawn I had already realised today was going to be one orchestrated by the weather and woke half an hour before the other girls, watching as the downpour soaked the windows and blurred the view of outside. I loved the rain, it always brought a sense of protection and ease even when I was at my most anxious and I was feeling those nerves try to break free right now. The parchment in my lap was adorned with my fifth year timetable, and I had double Charms this morning. For the first time in my existance I was excited for schoolwork. No more bloody reactions in Chemistry or Henry VIII and his six ruddy wives in History class.<p>

Mary proved to be a dreadful snorer, so much so that the snorts made it sound as though she were being strangled and throttled in her slumber. The disturbance was finally waking Lily and the girl stirred and stretched before sitting herself up and beaming across the room at me, practically radiating sunshine. For God's sake, she even looked stunning moments after waking. Her hair fell in slight waves, much more copper than my own frizzy shade of auburn. Unrealistically emerald green eyes twinkled with tears from suddenly taking in light and her nose wrinkled up in the cutest way when she yawned. No wonder James was smitten with his crush.

"Morning! You're an early bird too?" Lily swung her legs over and stood from her bed, heading towards the bathroom. "Merlin, my neck aches."

I sighed and started stretching my arm. "Tell me about it!" I called out to her, my wrist stiff from sleeping on it weirdly.

In the next ten minutes everyone else was up, the remainder being Mary, Marlene, Dorcas and Alice. Dorcas Meadowes was fairly quiet and solitary in character, with the darkest brown hair and piercing deep grey eyes that were somewhat softened by her glasses. Alice was the complete opposite, with a round face and bright, shining blonde curls cut just above her collar bones, irises the same colour as the columbine flowers and filled with as much glee as her personality eminated. From the quick mentions of "Frank" I'd caught onto who I was talking to and smiled.

Overall, they were kind and I was thanking my lucky stars I didn't get stuck rooming with some book villain that was never mentioned. A Malfoy or Zabini probably would have sent me running for the hills. While Mary showered I got dressed into my uniform and packed my bag, wondering what was deemed too much.

"Double with Flitwick." Mary groaned, packing a single roll of parchment and a rather distressed feather quill. "Teacher-wise, you could do much worse for your first lesson, Gladwyn." She thumped me on the back, a little too hard, and started down the stairs toward the common room. I followed behind with Lily and Alice, barely registering the chatter of the blonde next to me as we walked to the Great Hall. The hall was filled with chatter much like the canteen of a muggle school, though if anything much louder and more vast. Notes folded into little aeroplanes whizzed through the air and textbooks were thrown across tables. We were just catching up with Mary's long strides when someone much taller than me cut my path off to get to the girl by my side.

"Evans! What a wonderful day- "

"It's chucking it down, Potter." I could see her patience wearing thinner by the second as James took a hand to his hair. He ruffled the already unkempt mess of ebony and grinned widely at her. He was handsome, very handsome, but Lily shoved past him to find a seat making sure to catch my hand first. "He's such an arrogant twat. Did you see the thing with the hair?" She pointed to her own red locks and seethed. "Thinks it makes him look all rugged and disheveled and sexy. Like he's just jumped off his broom." I could barely hold back my laughter when scooting onto the bench for breakfast.

But she wasn't going to rid herself of him that quick. Potter and three others strutted over, sitting opposite the table. "I'm guessing you don't like the rain." Now he was leaning over the table and pushing plates away to get closer. "Well, how about we go to Madam Puddifoot's on a day that it's not raining?"

"I'll have to decline." She barely looked at him. "And I'm not sorry about it either."

"Come _on_! This Saturday, I dare you." The smirk didn't waver.

"As I've already said, no. I've got plans... with the girls." She turned to me and I knew if I didn't play along it would be me who were decapitated, not James.

I cleared my throat and nodded. "Yeah, that's right. Saturday..."

Potter scowled and crossed his arms in annoyance. "You're only saying that so you won't have to go with me."

Lily let out an indignant noise of frustration and stood from between me and Alice. "I am _not_ going on a date with you just so you can feel up my legs under those tiny little café tables! I'm going to go find Sev." And with that, she stormed off in a fiery manner, leaving me, Alice, and Mary in a rather awkward situation.

James frowned, sitting back into his place and turning to Sirius. "Mate, what am I doing wrong?"

"Dunno, Prongs." It was now that I noticed the grey eyes that kept flicking between me and his nails that he was chewing. "Mystery they are, girls."

"She hates me!" Potter slammed his head onto the wood of the table with much lack of elegance.

"Nah." Remus looked up from his book for a moment and I only now realised I was narrating the whole thing in my head.

I should really stop staring. Like now.

"Who _are_ you?" Black held his face with his two hands, staring at me quite intently with a confused expression. He said it almost like an accusation, as if I couldn't possibly exist if _he_ didn't know who I was. Jerk.

"Who are _you_?" Before he could reply I brought my bag strap up to my shoulder, about to grab my friends and leave. My mouth opened ready to voice a witty retort but none came to mind, so instead I gave my best glare (though I probably just squinted like a short-sighted mole that had lost it's glasses). I stood in a similar manner to the angry witch from before, beckoning a rather surprised Mary to follow me. Sirius' reaction wasn't what I expected, he didn't get agitated in the slightest and instead his eyes just flared with that glint of mischief again.

Mary smiled oddly at me and I looked to find that Alice had found Dorcas further along. "They'll catch up."

After a trek to the third floor, I glanced over my shoulder to see none other than the Marauders trailing behind, whooping with laughter at some terrible joke Peter had made. One thing was for sure, this lesson was going to be eventful. As we entered the Charms room, Professor Flitwick's face lit up as he must have picked up my unfamiliar face. "Ah, Miss Gladwyn! Just give us a shout if you need any help!" I smiled and nodded in reply, trying to ignore the boy's mocking tone behind me.

"Give us a shout! It's not like she's an infant."

I found Lily two rows back and she gave me a look as if to say 'you're not laughing now!'. I stuck my tongue out at her and sat in my place, pulling out my textbook and ink, acutely noticing the unfamiliar boy with dark hair sat next to her.

"Alright, class, quieten down! This year is your most important year yet, you'll be sitting your Ordinary Wizarding Level Examinations!" The short wizard waddled to the chalkboard and charmed the chalk to write out a big 'OWL'. Today we will be revising the Summoning Charm you all learnt last year. Remember?" He pointed to his desk and clearly chanted "Accio quill!". The feathered quill shot across the room and he caught it in hand. "Right now, everyone partner up and practice summoning different objects. Nothing dangerous!" The Professor gave a warning look to the troublesome lot at the back of the room.

I turned to Mary and sighed in relief at the wink she gave me. Standing roughly a metre apart, I attempted to summon her scroll of parchment. "Accio parchment!" Nothing. I took a breath and tried again, flicking my wand exactly as I should. "Accio parchment!" Still, the object stayed cemented on the table with not a single sign of movement. "This is useless... accio parchment!" And with that, the scroll came to me. Hit me right in the chest and gave me a paper cut, but it still worked. "Thank God for that. Your turn." The brunette was about to give it a try when a certain student in the row behind was trying some absurd trick and not being quiet about it.

"Accio Lily's undies!" James Potter sat brandishing his wand dramatically, Sirius and Peter guffawing next to him. "Come on, Moony! You're the genious, why isn't it working?" Remus turned away from his friend, cheeks almost as bright red as poor Lily's hair.

"What a dick." I announced in a muttered breath, accidentally flicking my wand under the table in thought. Okay, maybe that was a lie, I might have just turned James Potter's hair a fluorescent pink with intent. It took a few tries but soon his black curls looked more like candyfloss than anything else. It's not like I actually thought it would work! The boy was still laughing at his joke, thinking his friends were finding it much too amusing. They weren't laughing with him, however, they were laughing at him. Flitwick was now paying attention as he brought the class to a halt. "Mr. Potter! What have you done to your hair?" How quickly the grin slid off his face was highly comical, especially when he grabbed a small metal plate from the back and inspected his appearance.

"I'm... fuschia!" Lily, Mary and I were getting a stitch from howling with laughter, as were the rest of the class. And then James did as he does best. He puffed his chest out, rose his chin, and turned straight to his best friend in pride. "I rather think I suit it. Brings out my feminine side." With a pose he sent everyone into tears again, making my first lesson at Hogwarts quite memorable. I had a feeling life wouldn't be so quiet here, especially as I'd be spending it with the definition of anarchy. My chortles had died down to little chuckles by the time we'd all fled the room, thankful Flitwick was a light-hearted teacher. I had pranked a blooming Marauder and gotten away with it! Or so I thought.

"I know it was you." I felt a startling warm breath on my neck and retracted away, turning to see shaggy black hair and an annoying smirk. "I won't tell him, though. Or I might, which do you think would be more entertaining?" I watched as he produced an apple from his robes and turned it thrice in hand, shining it with his robe, before taking a bite.

"I've no idea what you're on about." He continued to watch me as we walked to Transfiguration and I was worrying with Lily now out of my sight. "What? Do I have something on my face?" I crossed my arms and wished I wasn't so damned awkward.

"You've... intrigued me." He took another bite, having no problem speaking with a mouthful no matter how gross. "Does 'Miss Galdwyn' have a name?" He grinned. I had to admit, his smile was charming and I couldn't help but feel my anger ease away.

"Well actually, funnily enough, I don't." We rounded the corner and I sighed in relief at the sight of Professor McGonagall waiting outside of her classroom door. "My parents didn't want to give me a first, thought it much too common. What a silly thought, being named!" Sarcasm seeping through into my voice, I pushed into the classroom and smiled at the bark of laughter that followed me.

Somehow I'd done the exact opposite of my aims - sparked the attention of someone important.. If I started meddling with things, who knows what could happen? Dumbledore thought that was my quest, but I wanted no part in ripping up the timeline and ruining my favourite books for good.


End file.
